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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


E thankful! It is over. The “holiday” 

z. agony is ended. We have no longer to 
grin in an imbecile manner and look 

happy over nothing, and enjoy ourselves labor- 
iously in conventional ways. We mzy now be 
dull and miserable as we please, and our cares 
and sorrows will be the less ghastly that we may 
look them squarely in the face and openly fight 
them. Saving the children, is there anybody 
who is sorry that this week of hysterical gaiety 
is gone to join the dead weeks? Who is not 
glad tu throw aside the grinning mask and let 
his face jmirror his thoughts without being 
pointed out for a sulking spoil-sport? Oh, yes, 
good optiist, we ought all to be gay, and there 
are many ,jeautiful associations connected with 
the season ;* but will forced smiles and forced 








reflections on beautiful associations bring back 
the dead child, or give health to the sick wife, 
or fill the empty purse, or ease the unquiet con- 
science? We can not be jolly according to the 
calendar. Nature goes her way quite indifferent 
to all our historical dates and fixed and movable 
festivals, 
makes the fat churchyard; she will not post- 
pone the coming of New Year’s Day because 
Death has stepped into the house where the table 
is already spread, and the wine laid out on the 
sideboard. It is holiday week, of course, and 
it is our duty to take an optimistic view of life, 
and we, we lucky ones, we can do it. But how 
about the man whose only daughter went out 
to buy a Christmas present, and caught cold 
and died of pneumonia just in time to be buried 
on Saturday morning, so that the clergyman 
should not be disturbed in his Christmas duties. 
Does that man take an optimistic view of things? 


* 
* * 


Who shall say to himself: to-morrow I will 
fast, and on the next day I will feast and make 
merry? ‘To-morrow shall come to him the joy 
of all his life, and on the day thereafter it shall be 
taken from him. Look at this man going down 
the street. His .heavy overcoat is buttoned 
close up to his neat, old-fashioned cravat. There 
is not a ruffled fibre on his shining beaver. The 
very puddles seem to dry up under his feet, and 
the ‘slides’? on which other men slip are 
roughened to his sole. Surely the path of that 
man is peace. “ Merry Christmas!’ cries the 
neighbor who meets him at the door. ‘“ Happy 
New Year!”’ says the friend at the street-cross- 
ing. And he bows and lifts his hat, and his 
thin, clean-shaven lips part in an answering 
smile. But no storm of snow and wind that 
ever broke upon the earth in this mid-winter 
season can so rage as the tempest of terror and 
disappointment and remorse within that man’s 
breast. Merry Christmas! Ay, a Merry Christ- 
mas, indeed! It is one year since the day 
when he left his children playing about the 
Christmas tree, and slipped down to his bank 
to make the first false entries in his books. 
Happy New Year! Truly a happy beginning 
of the twelvemonth. On Tuesday the Board 
of Directors will meet, and then he, the trusted 
cashier, must stand up and make his confession, 
Holiday week! Verily, his last holiday on 
earth. He is too old for flight, and he is no 
exceptional criminal, for whom kindly excuses 
will be made; he is but one of the herd—the 
jest of the newspapers—a vulgar thief of whom 
the law will ‘‘ make an example’’— an example 
in striped clothes, keeping books in the peni- 
tentiary. For it is time, of course, that default 
ing cashiers should be punished, and the mo- 
ment of his detection happens to be the mo- 
ment when Justice has awakened to the fact 
that she is called upon to do something. 
“Merry Christmas!’ cries the benevolent di- 
rector on his right. ‘‘ Happy New Year!’? says 
the confiding depositor on his left. 


* 
* * 


There is such a thing as misdirected enthu- 
siasm; and we venture to think that enthusiasm 
has gone slightly astray in the matter of Arctic 
exploration. It is a very fine thing, no doubt, 
to call meetings of Geographical Sucieties, and 
talk eloquently about the heroes and martyrs of 
science who brave the terrors of the Polar win- 
ter, and then to finish up the talk with a neat 
cold collation. But the man who goes out, on 
a cold January night, and stands on top of a 
snow-clad hill, where the bleak winds blow from 
two or three points of the compass, and, stand- 
ing there, ponders upon the sort of cold colla- 
tion the heroes and martyrs are ea ing, or try- 
ing to eat, up in Grinnell Land - well, that man 
is very likely to ask himself if the game of ex- 
ploration in the frigid zones is really worth the 
very big candle of human sacrifices which has 


She brings the green Christmas that» 





lit up the region of death to very small pur- 
pose. What, after all, are we to gain for all 
this awful expenditure of human life—to say 
nothing of the expenditure of money—money 
which is needed for a thousand other purposes 
in this hard-working .world ? Suppose we do 
find that point—that something which has po- 
sition without dimensions—which we call the 
North Pole? Suppose we find there a bit of 
rock, or a lump of ice, or the open water which 
the late Dr. Hayes made sure wasthere? Well? 
What of it? Can we live there? Can we get 
anything from it that we need? What is done 
when the point is reached ? 
os 


* * 

Science is satisfied, you say. Well, satisfied 
about what? Satisfied that it is so, and not 
otherwise. And how much better off is Science ? 
Science would like to know exactly what is in 
the centre of the earth, very likely. But who 
tries to dig down tothe central fires for the 
satisfaction of Science? Who would subscribe 
to a fund for the purpose of sinking a shaft half 
way to China? There is a good deal of non- 
sense in this talk of the necessity of reaching 
or desirability of reaching the North Pole. We 
know nowthat there is no Northwestern passage 
—none, at least, that is of the slightest use to 
commerce. Then, why struggle further to find 
the way to a place where no one wants to go? 
Why should rich men, anxious to have glaciers 
or snow-clad mountains, or barren lands named 
after them, be allowed to buy up the bravest 
souls, whose poverty or love of adventure puts 
them in the market, and condemn to death or 
to life-long disablement fine fellows whose 
strength and spirit might be turned to better 
purpose? Ifthe Grinnells of the past and the 
Bennetts of the present had let the North Pole 
—and the South Pole, for that matter—alone, 
there would be fewer orphans and widows in 
this country, and Science would not have been 
worse off, 


* 
It is one of the best proofs of the prosperity 
of the country that the question of Free ‘Trade 
and Protection should now be exciting discus- 
sion. It has been a long time coming to the 
front, but its turn came at last. It had to be 
an issue, and it will be, with, perhaps, the ex- 
ception of slavery, the greatest issue since we 
have been a nation. But there is no occasion 
for our political economists, in their anxiety to 
do or not to do something, to lose their heads 
altogether. No sudden or radical changes are 
required. The manufacturer who has made a 
fortune by being bolstered up and protected 
by the people of the United States, to the tune 
of sixty or seventy per cent on some inferior 
article, ought not to be scared. He will have 
plenty of time to adjust his affairs to the new 
order of things. . 


* 
We must have a tariff, for we need arevenue; 
but the principles of Free ‘Trade as opposed to 
the injustice of Protection must be admitted. 
The Tariff can be reduced by degrees, and not 
slowly, either; and the comparatively small 
number of monopolists whom the agricultural, 
mercantile, and professional citizens of the 
United States have been taking care of for so 
many years will be obliged to learn a little 
Political Economy. And when they have had 
a lesson or two, and have heard of Adam 
Smith or other men like him, they will under- 
stand that it is not fair that one small class 
should receive special petting, and that several 
other large classes should be totally neglected. 
We cannot claim to be considered a great nation 
until every vestige of Protection is stamped out 
of our fiscal system. We are too big for it; we 
have outgrown it; we are a full-grown man in 
boy’s clothes. It may be years before we can 
have Free Trade; let us begin, however, by 
making a moderate tariff. 
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A DAMOSELS’-DUOLOGUE. 





Ensconced in a corner of a Broadway car, 
the other morning, on my way down-town, 
reading the Daily Planet, 1 listened to the con- 
versation of two young ladies, which I repro- 
duce through the medium of Puck for the ben- 
efit of the world at large. I always avoid 
traveling in horse-cars; but on this particular 
morning I felt unequal to the exertion of climb- 
ing up the stairs of an elevated railroad. Al- 
though I have been exceedingly liberal in the 
matter of Christmas presents, 1 can occasion- 
ally afford ten cents to pay for the privilege of 
a seat in the pious Cyrus Field’s monopoly 
road. But let me not wander from my subject. 

These girls were well, if not fashionably, 
dressed in becoming morning shopping: dresses. 
One, the leader of the conversation, was attired 
in a dark red plush tight-fitting jacket, with a 
shapely hat and feather jauntily set on a head 
of black hair. She was not pretty, but her face 
was not destitute of intelligence, and she could 
have given points to her companion in rapidity 
of speech. ‘The other was a blonde, with little 
curled bangs running all over her forehead. 
She might almost have been handsome, had her 
expression been less doll-like and simpering. 
She wore a cloak technically known as a “ cir- 
cular,’’ which, round a white neck, was fastened 
by hammered silver clasps. 

The voices of both were pitched in a rather 
high key, and, as there were few people in the 
car, I received the full benefit of the conversa- 
tion. 

“ Auntie Christie sent me, for Christmas, a 
lovely lot of tea-colored lace. Oh! it was real 
nice,’’ said the voluble young woman. 

‘‘Mommer,’’ remarked the fair and doll-like 
other: “gave me a beautiful pair of amethyst 
earrings, and Popper an exquisite new um- 
brella.”’ 

“Did you have a nice time ?”’ 

‘Oh! perfectly admirable.’ 

“What did John White send you?”’ 

“Oh, nothing. I think it perfectly horrid of 
you to ask.’ 

‘I think John White is a perfect gentleman. 
He’s awfully fond of Emily Doojinks. What a 
funny girl she is!”’ 

“Jahn White is just a little bit fast.” 

“ Perhaps he isa trifle dissipated; but I don’t 
object to that. He’s not nearly as handsome 
as Ed Collins.’’ 

‘* Ed Collins is romantic. I know Susan An- 
drews thinks the world of him; he does look 
so awfully lovely in a dress-coat.”” 

“‘ Not half as nice as in his lawn-tennis suit, 
at the Seventh Regiment Armory.”’ 

“Do you think he can afford to marry?” 

“‘T don’t know, Mamie. What does he do?”’ 

‘““Isn’t he on Wall Street ?”? 

‘“*T thought he was in dry-goods.’” 

‘*T never dreamt of asking.” 

“It would be nice to marry him, if he’s in 
dry-goods. Wouldn’t it be splendid to have all 
the latest styles direct!’ 

“How do you like Emma Brown’s new dol- 
man ?”’ 

“ Ain’t it too lovely!’ 

‘* Awfully; but the trimming ain’t real.”’ 

** Pshaw!”? 

‘“‘It ain’t. Mamie Jones told me so, and she 
knows. Emma’s dressmaker is her’s, too.’ 

“Fred Van Schnapps took me to the theatre, 
the other night.”’ 

** What did you see ?”’ 

‘‘Fanny Davenport, as Camille. She’s real 
nice; but she ain’t my idea of the character. I 
like Clara Morris better.’’ 

“*What’s ‘Camille’ about? I’ve never seen 
it.” 

“It’s something from the French. It’s all 
right in French, but it ain’t proper in English, 
so Popper says.”’ 





‘*T like plays that area little wicked. What 
did Fanny Davenport wear?”’ 

“Oh, a cream-white overskirt, looped up 
with red cauliflowers, over a basque of blue 
paper-muslin—awfully stylish.”’ 

‘*Who’s your washerwoman—does she starch 
skirts well ?” 

‘“* Mommer ’s employed her for years, but she 
ain’t much good on collars and cuffs.’ 

‘“* How long have you banged your hair like 
that? It looks real nice.’’ 

**Do you like it? Jack Smithers said it was 
asuccess. Do you know Jack Smithers? He’s 
too funny for anything.”’ 

“‘I must get out at Stoort’s, to buy some hair- 
pins and a spool of cotton.’’ 

“Oh, do come with me to Macy’s, I want 
some bandoline and a paper of pins.’’ 

I had had enough, and I walked the remain- 
der of the distance down-town. B. B. V. 








A DELICATE SUGGESTION. 
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INDIGNANT BOARDING-MIstRESS.—‘* Why, what are 
you there for ?” 
Boy.—“ Mr. Howlett put me here. 


He says it’s his 
birthday, and he wants to see something on the table be- 
sides hash!” 








VALE. 


We flirted right hard at the mountains, 
The ‘“‘agony”’ lasted a week; 

We wandered where valleys and fountains 
Of love did continually speak. 

She, a sweet blonde of just twenty, 
I, nearer thirty, perhaps, 

With ethics and notions a pleaty, 
Unlike those ‘‘society chaps.’’ 

Indeed, she confessed I had charmed her, 
With learning from books and my manner, 

Although my bold flirting alarmed her, 
And flaunted itself like a banner. 

We parted beneath the moon beaming, 
The little stars winking above, 

Unconscious of all this sweet scheming 
They seemed, as they looked on my love. 

7 


I called when I came to the city, 
And found her within her brown-stone 
With another—ah me, what a pity!— 
I thought I should find her alone. 
I called once again, saw her mother, 
My daisy had gone to the play; 
Talked “horse” with her bald-headed brother, 
Went sadder and wiser away. 
I saw her once more gently smiling, 
At a party, reception or such, 
A phalanx of gallants beguiling, 
A moment her fingers did touch. 
She spoke of her forthcoming marriage, 
Was I of my senses bereft >— 
I handed her down to her carriage, 
And I said to myself, “‘ Well, I’m left.’? 
7. 





Puckerings, 


THE BEGINNING and end of a telephone con- 
versation: Hello!—Oh, gehenna!! 





Mr. Le Duc is going to grow asparagus at 
the top of the North Pole. We wish him suc- 
cess. 





THE MAN had little faith in humanity who 
attempted to borrow a swallow-tail for New 
Year’s day. 





GuiTEau Is inthe dock. He will differ from 
most people in the dock--he will be found 
hanged, instead of drowned. 





Ir 1s a long lane that has no turning. A bank 
defaulter has been captured out West who 
doesn’t belong to a church. 





A MAN WHO is his own lawyer has a fool for 
his client. This, perhaps, is the only claim to 
insanity that Guiteau can put in as a plea. 





A MAN WRITES all the way from Indiana to 
say that the great beverage out there is called 
hard cider, because it is hard to hold enough 
of it to be affected. 





SOME ONE says that Christmas comes but 
once a year, but, from the merry actions of 
some men we have seen lately, one would sup- 
pose that Christmas comes, on an average, about 
three or four times a week, 





Tue Sun says that the remarkable thing 
about the business this season is the enormous 
demand for the most costly articles. ‘The same 
idea struck us when we received a five-cent 
Christmas-card from our loved one. 





Mr. FRANCIs JosepH, of Austria, is going to 
erect a chapel on the site of the Ring ‘Theatre 
tragedy. ‘The imperial monopolist had much 
better devote his pocket-money to constructing 
proper means of exit for other theatres in 
Vienna, 





Mr. WALTER PowELL, M. P., has been lost 
in a balloon. ‘lhe mistake Mr. Powell made 
was in not carrying out Commander Cheyne’s 
R. N. idea, and steering for the North Pole. 
Had he done so, he might perhaps have still 
been alive. 





THERE HAS been another walking-match. 
The only walking-matches that we now take 
any interest in are those that disappear mysteri- 
ously from our match-safe. That necessitates 
our blackmailing all our friends for a light for 
our cigarettes. 


WHEN BLOOMED the fragrant summer, 
She thought about the winter; 
Because she then was roasting, 

She thought a freeze a dream. 
But now that it is winter, 
She’s all the time a-grumbling ; 
She wants it roasting summer, 

With strawberry ice-cream, 





THERE Is hope for Russia yet. In spite of 
Nihilists and autocracy, she is now rising from 
the slough of despair, and is, under American 
influences and by American examples, about to 
take the place she merits in the ranks of civili- 
zation. For special dispatches from St. Peters- 
burg state that defalcations amounting to mil- 
lions of rubles have been discovered in the 
custom-house at ‘Taganrog, and that all the 
officials therein have been arrested. ‘The de- 
falcations are, no doubt, in strict American style 
—the arrests sound Muscovitish. 
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AN IRISH GENTLEMAN, 


Anp His Courteous LITTLE REMONSTRANCE. 


IRELAND, December, 1881. 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 


I have read your remarks touching Ireland 
and Irishmen, in regard of which you are little 
better than a liar and a thief—a liar in respect 
of your misstatements; a thief in regard of your 
desire to steal away the good name of those who 
never injured you. 

England robbed Ireland of the land, and 
spends the revenues thereof out of Ireland. 
She coerces payment with gun and bayonet; 
mercilessly slaughters, and has done so for gen- 
erations, those who essay to stand up for their 
own, just as you slaughtered Cherokees and 
Modocs when, counter to Yankee greed, they— 
poor things!—stood up for their own. 

Now, cur and liar as you are, give this inser- 
tion in your mendacious and filthy print, if you 
dare! I am, sir, 

AN IRISHMAN. 


[and a Gentleman. 
Ed. Puck.] 


In our capacity of cur and liar, we cheerfully 
give insertion to our correspondent’s Chester- 
fieldian note. It is this calm and dignified 
attitude toward those who criticise their doings 
that raises Irishmen high in the world’s esteem. 
The unprejudiced thoughtfulness, as well as the 
refined phraseology of this reply make it a 
model of its kind. We may remark, however, 
that our correspondent, in the heat of composi- 
tion, has written his epistle on the back of a 
physician’s prescription. Unfortunately, like 
most gentlemen who favor us with communica- 
tions of the sort, he has modestly hid his identity 
under a pseudonym. If he will kindly let us 
have his name and address, we will return him 
his prescription, which, our medical counselor 
informs us, is written for an ailment even worse 
than the national psoriasis. He may need it. 








LYRIC ADS. 





Before my limbs grow stiff with age, or with rheumatics 
racked, 

Or, ere by anxious cares oppressed, I feel myself half- 
cracked, 

Won’t some good firm, with books to keep, employment 
kindly give, 

And help a well-deserving man to labor and to live? 
—N. Y. Herald, Dec. 25, 1881. 


The foregoing not only speaks for itself, but 
for the growing taste for anything which is 
served up in jingle. Even the poor book- 
keeper, out of employment, does not let his 
misery completely drown his love for the beau- 
tiful, and it is not unreasonable to presume that 
the book-keeper’s appreciation of the rococo will 
meander through the lower social strata until 
it reaches the policeman and the missionary. 

If this change should come about, there is 
no telling how many poets may be born and 
developed, nor how full of lyric advertisements 
the newspaper of the future may be. ‘There is 
no doubt we are becoming more civilized and 
awake to the subtle voiceless harmonies of the 
beautiful, as expressed by the blue-eyed, bando- 
line-banged, caramel-eating hand-maiden, Ars, 
And these tender melodies, without rhythm, no 
doubt touch the delicate fibres of the soul of 
the candidate for plumbing honors, who will, 
sometime in the misty future, print the follow- 
ing application: 





I’m out of work since summer, 
I’m shoeless and I’m glum; 

I want to be a plumber, 
And with the plumbers plumb. 


I am a hardy toiler, 
I labor with a will; 

Oh, I can smash the boiler, 
And fabricate the bill. 


And then some gentleman, reduced in cir- 
cumstances, will notice the vacancies caused by 
the retirement of bank-officials to jail, and he 
will put something of this kind in the morning 
Paper: 

My name is William Henry Lank, 
Of Paterson a resident; 

Of some big marble savings-bank 
I’d like to be the president. 

At mathematics I’m awake, 
And, in the nineteenth century, 

I never took my wine and cake 
In any penitentiary. 

I never speculate in stocks, 
For which I have no preference; 

I off Suspicion knock the socks 
With piles of highest reference. 


And then some merchant will make known 
the condition of his desires by inserting the 
following: 

Wanted, an active little lad 
Of thirteen years or more, 

Who lives at home, respects his dad, 
And like a bull can roar. 


He must on errands run all day, 
Be innocent and meek; 

And when he’s sick, must still be gay 
For dollars two per week. 


It is hardly necessary to display any more 
specimens of the lyric advertisements of the 
future, as the ones printed above go a sufficient 
distance to make the reader acquainted with 
their possibilities. Besides, it would not be jus- 
tice to V. Hugo Dusenbury, Esq., P. P., you 
bet, to meander over a province which he has 
made peculiarly his own, and which he is iden- 
tified with as closely as with the idyllic regions 
of his residence, Harlem Flats. 








AN UNDOUBTED DISADVANTAGE. 


>. 












UNSATISFIED BOHEMIAN.—‘‘ I wish these here dress- 
coats would go out of fashion. They make a feller look 
too much like a gentleman. Why, there ’s been three 
busted capitalists trying to borrer a dollar of me within 
the last hour. Makes me feel too beastly commercial, y’ 
know.” 





FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCV. 
THE NorRTH POLE. 


Ya-as, evah since 
I can wemembah, I 
have heard that 
there is a spot at the 
upper flat part of 
the earth which is 
invarwiably fwozen 
ovah, and is so cold 
Yj, that no fellah has 

SY evah been able to 

& weach it. It is, I 
believe, called the 
North Pole. 

An innumerwable varwiety of expeditions 
have been sent to this wegion by the pwincipal 
nations of the world; but they have eithah been 
wecked, or have weturned without having dis- 
covered anything wemarkable. 

Jack tells me that aw nobody knows any- 
thing maw about the Pole than people did hun- 
dweds of ye-ahs ago. 

Sir John Fwanklin perwished there, I believe, 
with some ships called the “‘Erwebus’’ and 
“*'Terwah.’’ My governah used to be wathah 
fwiendly with him, aw gave him some encour- 
wagement and considahed him clevah. I am 
sure they wegwetted his disappearwance. 

Then anothah fellah named Nares, whom my 
bwothah Fwed used to be in the ward-woom 
with aboard the “ Eurwyalus,’’ also twied to 
find out something about it, and miserwably 
failed. He weported discoverwing a twemen- 
dous barwiah of ice, which he called the Palzo- 
cwystic Sea. 

A fellah who is pwopwietah of a newspapah, 
a Polo Club, and othah arwangements faw get- 
ting wid of money, sent out, two or thrwee 
ye-ahs ago, a vessel faw the purpose of settling 
the question. But the question is verwy fah 
fwom settlement, faw news has been weceived 
fwom Wussia that the cwaft has been cwushed 
in the ice ne-ah Siberwi-ah, and that only a 
portion of the cwew has succeeded in weaching 
land, and that some of them. - poor fellahs—are 
fwost-bitten. 

I am verwy sorwy faw this mishap; although 
the wesult could scarcely have been othahwise. 
It was done, of course, in the interwests of aw 
science; but it does seem cwuel to send men 
among the ice with the certainty of their finding 
fwigid graves, and only walwuses, Polar be-ahs, 
and an occasional Aurworwa Borwealis for we- 
cweation. 

I wondah if the North Pole will evah give 
up its secwets. A Bwitish commandah in the 
Woyal Navy, named Cheyne, pwoposes to 
weach the undiscoverwed wegion in balloons; 
which seems all wight and pwopah, if they could 
be pwevented fwom bursting aw. 











EASY RHYMES FOR CHILDREN OF 
DIVORCED PARENTS. 
I, 
‘‘Mammy, mammy, where’s my daddy ?”’ 
‘“* Hush, my child; he’s gone to the bad-dy.”’ 
II. 
‘“‘My mamma’s eloped with a man that forged; 
And my papa is getting himself divorged.”’ 
R. G, W. 





WE SHALL soon be reveling in fresh shad, 
and dancing around, coughing, to get rid of the 
bones; for these delicious things are being 
brought to a state of perfection in Southern 
hot-houses, which promise a pretty healthy 
crop. 
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HER NEW YEAR’S GIFT. 


She was a bank president’s daughter. Her 
intended had just stepped from her side a mo- 
ment to go into the dining-room to speak to her 
parents, and the sweet, confiding creature stood 
by the piano, fooling with the black-and-tan, 
and lost in the mazes of a pleasant love-dream. 

Finally she heard a clicking sound by the 
front door, and she supposed it was her adorer 
showing her parents the present he intended 
to give her on New Year’s Day. 

“ Ah, sweet Algernon is so thoughtful,’ she 
murmured: ‘* He always gives me such nice 
things, dear fellow. Now, that sounded like 
the closing of a watch—a nice little gold-chat- 
elaine watch, with my monogram on the back, 
and I’ll wear it when that mean Simpson girl 
is around, the horrid hussy. I hate those 
Simpsons, anyhow; they put on altogether too 
much style for me. I guess they forget that 
they are descended from a lot of low-down 
political horrors. 

“ Perhaps it is not a watch at all. It may be 
a nice little locket of Etruscan gold, studded 
with pearls and diamonds, and dear Alger- 
non’s picture on the inside. I think Alger- 
non is just the best fellow in the world, and, if 
it wouldn’t look mean, I’d squint around the 
corner of the door and see what it is. Oh, I 
hope it is a nice locket, as big as a soft clam, 
with a great heavy chain, so that I may wear it 
in full-dress. Oh, I think full-dress is so nice. 
I wonder if Algernon wiil clothe me in such 
luxurious style that I’ll never be seen in the 
same rig twice? I fancy he will; at least, I’ll 
hope for the best, and papa may get him into 








the bank and make him cashier. Mama says 
it’s so nice for one’s husband to be in a bank, 
and mama’s long-headed, they say. I guess I’ll 
look and see what it is.. No, I won’t, either; it 
wouldn’t be right, for Algernon wants to sur- 
prise me, and I oughtn’t to thwart him. I'll 
go and look—no, I won’t go and look—yes, I 
will—no, I won’t —yes, I will—no—yes—no— 

‘There goes that click again. Oh, I am just 
dying to know what it is. Oh, Algernon, 
cruel Algernon, to keep your little girly girly 
in such suspense! It may not be either a watch 
or a locket; it may be a bracelet. If it is, I 
hope it is heavy, and will fit and not slip down 
on my knuckles, I would rather have a watch 
than a locket, and a locket than a bracelet; so 
I suppose it will be just my luck to get the 
bracelet. But, anyhow, I must try and be satis- 
fied, and make Algernon happy. Heis so kind 
in bringing me caramels and peanuts every 
night, the dear boy. He always looks upon me 
as sweetly as on the night when I accepted him. 
Oh, how happy he looked then, as he sat at my 
feet in the summer-house, and lashed the earth 
with his heart. I must look—I must look! Oh, 
I must look! My woman’s curiosity will be my 
apology.” 

After the foregoing soliloquy, which occupied 
just fifteen seconds, the delirious maiden sneaked 
out into the cold, bleak hall. It was then that 
she discovered she had heard not the click of a 
watch, a locket, or a bracelet-spring. Nor was 
her lover in the hall. He was a stranger—a 
great burly detective, clicking a nobby pair of 
silver-plated handcuffs. 

He wanted to speak to her bank-presidential 
parent. R. K. MunNKITTRICK. 





WINTER WAIFS. 





IT Is NOW getting on to that golden part of 
the year when the dry-goods clerk can remain 
away from business with a severe cold, and 
have a good week’s skating. 





A GIRL WILL go coasting and eat ice-cream 
in January, but she wouldn’t like to be played 
upon by a garden-hose; and yet, what’s the 
difference between the two styles of beatitude? 





*’‘TIs WHEN your heart goes pit-a-pat 
The snowball dislocates your hat. 





Now portH the small boy fall through the 
ice and get up to his neck in mud, But he en- 
joysit. ‘There is nothing like the buoyancy of 
youth to make a person smile at happenings 
that a few years later make them fly around like 
a bank-president trying to reach a foreign 
strand before the detectives can nab him. 





THE SNOW-BIRD chirps along the way, 
And thinks it all is very gay; 

The while the fast young fellow free, 
Tears up his New Year’s dia-ree. 





Now, WHILE we glide around on skates, and 
have to drink hot things, and wear buffalo robes, 
and imagine summer will never come again, it 
is hard to picture to our poetic minds the happy 
Peruvian sitting on a flower-bank with nothing 
on but an umbrella, singing a passionate pan- 
toum and stirring green-monkey soup with his 
horny forefinger. 
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KING COAL. 





Coming down on a train, the other morning, 
an old man who had taken a seat beside me 
about five minutes before, and who seemed un- 
happy in silence, and pining to get up a con- 
versation on some subject, remarked that we 
were passing a very long string of coal-cars. 

I looked out of the window, and ascertained 
that he had told the truth; but said nothing. 

“That coal came from Pennsylvania,’”’ he 
said, with the air of one who is dealing out 
marketable information gratis. 

I couldn’t imagine why this bit of intelligence 
should be rewarded by a rapturous outburst of 
gratitude, so I simply nodded. He fancied I 
hadn’t caught the gist of his remarks, and was 
too polite to call for a repetition, or that I didn’t 
care to converse with him—I don’t know which. 
But, no sooner had I nodded and relapsed into 
silence, than he yelled into my ear: 

“JT said Pennsylvania!”’ 

‘I know you did, sir. I know exactly what 
you said; you said ‘that coal came from Penn- 
sylvania,’ and it was very thoughtful of you to 
thus enlighten me; for, at the very moment you 
spoke, I saw two imaginary men, named Brown 
and Smith, betting on it. Brown bet it came 
from Iowa, and Smith’s money said it was 
mined in Colorado, And they were putting up 
their money in the hands of a professional horse- 
trader known as the “‘ Jedge,”’ who was loafing 
around the tavern, and were on the point of 
drawing their irons, as they had been drinking, 
and were excited. But, when you stepped in 
and said ‘that coal came from Pennsylvania,’ 
they drew the stakes, admitted what fools they 
had been, took a parting drink, and there wasn’t 
any blood shed. Wish you had held off a little 
longer, and not spoiled the fight.”’ 

The old man wiped his gold-rimmed spec- 
tacles, stretched a little, and seemed to notice 
the irrelevance of the foregoing paragraph to 
the subject in hand; but he shortly after made 
another attempt. He commenced: 

‘¢ Pennsylvania—”’ 

“<I know all about it,’’ I broke in: ‘it’s one 
of the Middle States; its capital is Harrisburg, 
and its chief saint is old Simon Cameron, It 
was settled by W. Penn some years ago. W. Penn 
was almost settled by the Indians. ‘Ihe Indians 
are still being settled by the soldiers. ‘The sol- 
diers are being settled by the pension-agents, 
and it is to be hoped that the pension-agents 
will be effectually settled by the law. This style 
of joke is just about your age, and that is my 
apology. It was fresh when you were young and 
hale; and I simply retrograde for the purpose 
of getting down to the plane of your apprecia- 
tion of that which the world is pleased to con- 
sider funny. Now, will you kindly tell me some 
nice story—something elevating and moral in 

its tendencies, with Pennsylvania and coal as the 
foundation ?”’ 

I thought this would rid me of him; but, alas! 
how often our brightest dreams are shattered by 
the valet hammering rudely on the portal and 
knocking all the = out of them! It.is only 
our nightmares that are not disturbed. The old 
man wiped the top of his head with his hand- 
kerchief, readjusted his soft hat, looked more 
kindly upon me than before, and said, in the 
most gracious manner: 

** Certainly!’ 

Then he commenced: 

e ‘You see, in the part of Pennsylvania where 
I was raised, everybody had more or less to do 
with coal. A boy would start out in life asa 
laborer in the mines, and fondly look forward 
to the day when he might be proprietor of a 
coal-yard. When a man got too old to work 
in the mines, and hadn’t saved enough to take 


. care of himself in his old days, he would engage 


himself as the driver of a coal-cart. Marriage- 





able young ladies would do their utmost to win 
the affections of coal-dealets, and people with 
idle money would unhesitatingly invest it in 
coal-mining operations. Coal was invariably 
used in making terms of comparison, A beau- 
tiful girl would be called a regular Lehigh daisy ; 
a good fighting-dog would be said to have 
bituminous grit, and to be Delaware and Lack- 
awanna on the chaw; a clergyman would be re- 
ported to have preached a Cannel sermon on 
the importance of making great use of time; 
and a low-down, good-for-nothing fellow would 
be known in his community as a ten-cents-per- 
barrel-coke creation. Everybody in the town 
was interested in coal, or had been, or wanted 
to be. And the coal charm became infectious, 
until coal was spoken of with a certain degree 
of reverence and respect. 

‘¢ There was an old man in my place who had 
the most peculiar weakness for coal I ever heard 
of. He used to carry a piece in his pocket to 
keep away rheumatism, which he believed it 
would do; and when he felt gloomy and sad, 
he would go down in the cellar and look at the 
coal, and return in a few minutes as happy as a 
small boy advancing on a strange tom-cat with 
a double-barreled gun. 

‘This man would allow no one else to have 
anything to do with the coal. He would order 
it, ride home on the cart with it, put it in the 
cellar, and throw it on the fire as it was needed. 
The house was heated by registers—one huge 
furnace in the cellar supplying the hot air; and 
he used to go down every hour or two and fill 
it to the brim. It would do him more good 
than a walk, or a change of air. It simply 
amounted to a divine sensation, for, while in 
the act of heaving in the coal, his face would 
be lighted like a church window, and he would 
answer questions cheerfully, and offer to lend 
money. 

‘Sometimes he would be unable to sleep at 
night. He would toss around in his bed until 
he could stand it no longer, and then he would 
arise, go down-stairs, and shovel coal into the 
furnace. Then he would return to his couch 
and fall instantly asleep. He was projecting a 
grand work which he intended to call ‘The 
Sanitary Effects of Coal;’? but while he was 
making experiments for the work, his wife came 
to the conclusion that he would never get his 
money back, and that their coal bills came to 
more than their rent, groceries, clothes and 
church donations. 

**So his wife had a thin, stout wire screen 
made that would fit in the furnace,a few inches 
over the fire, when the receptacle was half full. 
This she had inserted, and, the surroundings 
being pretty dark, it was barely noticeable. 
When her husband shoveled coal in on it, the 
dust would go through, and crackle in a man- 
ner calculated to remove any suspicions he 
might entertain. After he had filled it, and 
left the cellar, the cook would go down and take 
the coal off the screen, and return it to the bin. 
One day, he happened to go back to see if he 
had closed the furnace door, and ascertained 
that the coal he had just put on was gone, and 
he also discovered the screen. 

‘“‘ He was a changed man from that moment. 
He felt that. he was the victim of a combined 
infidelity. His love for his family was blasted, 
and a thing of the past. How could they, upon 
whom he had lavished every luxury without stint, 
stand between him and his innocent pleasures ? 
He would henceforth treat them with great 
respect, ana try to be happy withthem. He 
would endeavor to dissemble, and not let them 
notice the implacable change. 

‘* After a while they discovered that he knew 
of the secret screen, and that he put coal under it 
covertly. Then they filled the furnace themselves, 
and put a padlock on the door, so that he couldn’t 
open it. He tried in vain to pick the lock with 
a sailor’s needle, and would undoubtedly have 





succeeded, had it not got so hot that he couldn’t 
handle it. Then he shoveled the coal into 
barrels and around on the floor, and seemed to 
derive blissful consolation out of it. He cut off 
all intercourse with his family. He knew them 
in their true light at last. So he had his bed 
brought down to the celiar, and had his meals 
served there. He would spend his time alone 
with the coal, his only friend, and shovel it all 
over the place, on an average, about a milea day. 

‘This had not been going on long before 
the noise it occasioned made it a nuisance, and 
a door was put on the bin, and the coal col- 
lected and locked up. 

“‘The amateur coal-heaver was nonplussed. 
He was beaten at every point. In two weeks 
he lost twenty pounds; and he went away and 
stayed all day. It was afterward discovered 
that he bribed a locomotive engineer to let him 
ride with him and throw on the coal, and that 
when he couldn’t get such a chance, and the 
railroad authorities refused to make him 4 fire- 
man, he would go and climb up a high tree, 
and look down in the coal-yard all day. 

“ Finally he got so weak that he couldn’t leave 
the house, and a doctor was called in to pre- 
scribe for him. The doctor made a thorough 
examination; felt his pulse and looked at his 
tongue, and, understanding the case thoroughly 
from having once been interested in coal him- 
self, he ordered King Coal to fill the family 
furnace three times a day—once after every 
meal, and to reduce the dose as he got better. 
The doctor said it was a sort of psychologic 
delirium, and that the amaéeur’s sudden prostra- 
tion was owing to the fact that he had been 
stopped too suddenly.”? 

The train slacked up at Newark, and the ro- 
mancer regretted that he had to leave me. I 
didn’t. 

When he got off, a man behind me leaned 
over and said: 

‘“*T have heard that old fellow tell that story 
a dozen times, at least, and he never varies an 
iota in the details.”’ 

‘Who is he, anyhow ?”? 

‘*A crank; not dangerous; but still a crank. 
He told you his sober story.’’ 

“*What do you mean?”? 

“Why, the story he tells when he is sober; 
when he is intoxicated, he tells a yarn about 
how he was shipwrecked, and got on a cannibal 
island, and how he sat on a platform and al- 
lowed the natives to worship him at a certain 
price per head, according to location of seat. 
He always winds up by giving the history of his 
fish-ball feat.’? 

** What’s that ?”? 

‘* Why, he tells how he frightened the natives 
half to death, and lived on them, by bringing 
the fish-balls back to life,’’ 

‘* How did he do it ?”” 

“Well, I don’t suppose he did it at all; but 
he says he uttered some gibberish that sounded 
like Rossi in “‘ Lear,’’ and inside of five min- 
utes the fish-balls were alive, swimming around 
in a tub of water.”’ 

R. K. Munki1tRIck, 








JANE is sewing yellow burlaps, 
At her feet the brindled cur laps 
All the milk put out for tabby, 
Who proclaims it rather shabby. 


This is the way the poem opens. The close 
is less brilliant, and we are disappointed. The 
next time the bushwhacker who signs himself 
Everard Cyril Montmorency, but who is prob- 
ably a Robert Q. Skidmore sort of person, wants 
any of his effusions to get into this paper, he 
must not include in them such a couplet as this, 
which appears in the poem beginning with the 


above: 
Then she stooped to fondly fan Jo, 
While she played upon the banjo. 
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A DISGUSTING SUBJECT. 


We would willingly banish the name of Guiteau from 
the columns of this paper, and avoid having his linea- 
ments in any shape or form in our cartoons; but our 
duty as moralists and public journalists will not permit 
us to take such a step. It is difficult for us to formulate 
our horror, disgust and abhorrence at the demeanor of 
the assassin at his trial. For the credit of human nature, 
we hope he may be pronounced insane; for the sake of 
society, we hope he may be hanged on the highest gal- 
lows in the country. Such a man is not fit to live. 

If his murderous act was simply to gratify a morbid 
craving for notoriety, he has certainly succeeded in gain- 
ing his object beyond his most sanguine expectations. 
Every block of the pedestal of infamy on which he 
stands is marked by some detestable quality which the 
shameless scoundrel seems to glory in possessing. Not 
only a liar, cheat, thief and assassin, he has been false in 
every business, professional and social relation in life. 
Yet this monster has admirers, some of whom are willing 
to trade on his crime, while others are content with a 
simple autograph of the red-handed murderer. What 
must be thought of a weekly paper that actually pays for 
a letter from this man, that the publication of the fac simile 
may increase the sale ? 

And yet an offensive thing of this kind has been done, 
and the public has not yet, perhaps, realized this outrage 
on good taste. We have not been much impressed by 
the evidence of the medical experts in this case; the 
majority are altogether too positive; but there was one 
remark made that is deserving of attention, and which 
strikes us as having a large element of truth in it. It was, 
that one person in five was more or less insane. This 
seems an enormous proportion; but, if we take into con- 
sideration the hundreds and hundreds of crooked minds 
who, in one way or another, have sought to gratify their 
depraved tastes by Guiteau’s crime, we cannot have much 
excuse for doubting the existence of a startlingly large 
number of cranks. 











OILYMARGARINE. 





We are ardent admirers of our esteemed contemporary 
the Suz, It is always original. Its articles are clearly 
written in admirable English, and are invariably to the 
point. When we see so brilliant a journal adopting our 
ideas, we naturally feel highly complimented, because it 
is an evidence of the careful study of Puck in the Sux 
office. But our happiness would be complete if our es- 
teemed contemporary would mention, incidentally, that 
they were Puck’s ideas, and not pass them off as its own. 

We refer to an article which appeared in the Sun of 
Saturday, Dec. 24th, 1881, advocating a law compelling 
Oilymargarine to take a distinctive color, so that refined 
bull-fat could not be mistaken for butter. PUCK was the 
originator of this idea, as the butter and cheese trade will 
bear witness to, and especially during the past two years 
have we, week after week, demanded the dyeing of Oily- 
margarine pink, that the butter-buying public might be 
protected from fraud. 








Ruswers Hoy the Aurious, 


HASELTINE.—Don’t you wish she had received you ? 

U. Fonn1x.—Your mad attempt to make ‘‘ Limburger” 
rhyme with ‘‘ Hamburger” is a dead and disastrous fail- 
ure. We thought we would tell you this, so that you 
should not be in doubt about it. 

V. P. L.—We thank you. You have sent us the very 
pun for which Noah thrashed Japheth four years before 
the building of the ark. We needed only that one to 
complete the collection of dead horrors which we mean 
to present to one of our esteemed London contemporaries 
next New Year’s. 

MyrA MyRTALINE.—* Why do people hang up horse- 
shoes over their doors ?” For luck, Myra. We once 
knew a man who hung up a horse-shoe over his door, 
and the very next day he gota chance to hang upa 
saloon-keeper for several rounds of the deadly fluid that 
brings delirium and death. 

R. R. W. Furniss.—You want to know whether it is 
proper to wear a double fob-chain. We are not accus- 
tomed to answering delicate questions of taste like this 
one; but we may safely say, after a careful inspection of 
your verses, that the chain you ought to wear is one with 
an eighteen-pound ball at the end of it. 


J. VANDEWATER BENSON.—If you want any jokes ex- 
plained to you, come right down to the office, and ask for 
the man at the head of the joke-explaining department. 
When he gets through with you it is possible that you may 
not understand the merry jest any better than you did; 
but it won’t be his fault, and the canned-meat market will 
be easier by one small invoice of dessicated pork. 








CUTHBERT JONFS.—The strain of melancholy senti- 
ment in which you indulge in your comic poems impera- 
tively requires a hand-organ accompaniment; and there 
are very few un-annihilated hand-organs within a radius 
of ten miles from this office. That is what has hurried 
your contributions into the office stove. 

GWENDOLEN.—We do not wish to be harsh; but there 
is a certain too-ness, almost approaching quite-ness, 
about your poem, which obliges us to decline it. This 
office is not very cesthetic, The poetical editor wears an 
enamel-cloth chest-protector, when he wears any at all; 
and the only real zesthete we have in the place is a sage- 
green cat who used to belong to a dyer, and who was a 
rich emerald when we got her, and has taken the better 
part of a year to fade out to her present color. 











Binks.—“ So it may, you know; but blessed if I know 
whether this kind of practice is going to fetch me out a 
medium fair skater or a first-class coaster.” 








A DAINTY ROGUE IN PORCELAIN. 


Skilled were I in proper slang, 
Were I bard of plaque and vase, 

Mine the metric tricks of Lang, 
Safer might I try this face. 





But one schooled in psychic twist 
Limned my Lady, Dear Disdain, 
In one line (the ‘* Fgoist,”) 
Dainty rogue in porcelain. 


Here is every feature seen, 
Caught and fixed her very air, 

From high heel of tight bottine 
To her Gainsbro’s saucy flare. 


So it hems her very frock, 
Taper waist and bust it metes, 
Sets the small, sweet nose a-cock 
With the brown brow fringe completes. 


Times I think, by Martyr Charles, 
Sent us out of pagedom here, 
Ere the day of civil snarls, 
This small, ruffling cavalier. 


Then, as slenderest musket mark, 
Following through the midland towns, 
Rupert last laid fair and stark, 
Sweet and dead on Naseby downs. 


Phyllis in a pastoral 

Hymned by some bucolic flat; 
Vet, why amplify at all, 

Wher it’s summed above so pat ? 


Skyey blue, and pearly gray, 
Pink of petals, white of fleece, 
So she might have stepped one day 
From some splendid mantelpiece. 


Color lack the lines I trace— 
Yet, friend, were the rascal thine, 
To thy chilly chimney-place 
Wouldst thou her for long consign ? 
A. E. WATRous. 


The Town attacks the Honorable F. Fitznoodle. 7he 
Zown has thus shown that it is eminently fitted to be- 
come the organ of the upper-ten, Knickerbockers, deax 
monde, bon-ton, creme-de-/la-creme, and all the rank, 
wealth, fashion, beauty, nobility, gentry, and royalty of 
New York. 





AMUSEMENTS. 


Mary Anderson at Bootu’s.—Aadv. 

Hague’s British Operatic Minstrels are at the CASINO, 
having made their first appearance on Monday last. 

* The Passing Regiment,” at DALY’s THEATRE, has 
not yet finished passing the saluting point, although it has 
but one company in it. 

‘* Hazel Professor ” is not likely to supersede ** Esmer- 
alda Kirke” for some time to come at the double-staged 
MADISON SQUARE THEATRE. 

Few more laughable pieces have been put on the stage 
than ‘* Mother-in-Law,” which, at the PARK THEATRE, 
draws large audiences with unremitting regularity. 

The Comley-Barton Opera Company, in ‘* Olivette,” 
with Catherine Lewis, John Howson and the original 
cast, are at HAVERLY’s BROOKLYN THEATRE, and have 
set the new year comfortably rolling along. 

Mary Anderson, the beauteous and Western, has 
pitched her tent, as we predicted, in BooTn’s THEATRE. 
She can be seen, after the usual interview with the man 
in the box office, in «* Romeo and Juliet,” «* Pygmalion 
and Galatea,” and in ‘‘ The Hunchback.” 

Mr. Frank S. Chanfrau, in « Kit, the Arkansas Trav- 
eler,” and Henrietta Chanfrau, in the ‘* New East 
Lynne,” have, as usual, captured holiday audiences at 
HAVERLY’s FOURTEENTH STREET THEATRE. The pet- 
ulant pop of the six-shooter and gleam of the bowie- 
knife were music to our ears, in connection with the manly 
form and dashing manner of Mr. Chanfrau. 

Mistress Fanny Davenport has gratified her admirers, 
at HAVERLY’s FIFTH AVENUE THEATRE, in several plays. 
**Camille,” ** School for Scandal,” « Oliver Twist” and 
‘London Assurance” have exhibited her experience, 
versatility and ability to the best advantage. She is 
about leaving for Yurrup, and we hope our British cousins 
will recognize a good artist when they get her. It will 
say little for their judgement if they do not. Miss Daven- 
port appears this week in ‘* Cymbeline,” ‘ As You Like 
It” and ‘ Leah.” 

A souvenir, got up in the highest style of art and 
beauty, to commemorate the hu: dredth consecutive per- 
formance of ‘Patience’? at the STANDARD THEATRE, 
was distributed among the audience on Thursday night 
last. The house was crowded, and the clever company 
played and sang with more spirit than ever. The souve- 
nir consists of a number of charming colored sketches by 
Kelly —not our John Kelly—of scenes from the opera, in a 
handsome cover, the whole secured with a silken cord. 
Selections of the most striking airs from Gilbert and 
Sullivan’s operas were performed, between the first and 
second acts, by the orchestra. 


FREE LUNCH. 


A SERENADER, WHO was hustled out of a garden not 
long ago, says he was kicked for a mere song. 














GUITEAU MAY not be much of a variety actor, but be- 
fore long, we trust, the whole country may have the pleas- 
ure of pronouncing him a first-class high kicker. 


A SMALL BOY who threw a brick at a hornets’ nest, 
one day last summer, to see what they’d do, and found 
out in less than half a minute after he let go of the brick, 
refused, not long ago, to accompany his mother to a 
quilting-bee. 





BURGLARS DON’T make a habit of trying to rob resi- 
dences now, as that feat embodies the risk of being shot 
down on sight. They now confine themselves to ice- 
houses, because they know ice is dear and an opulent 
luxury, and, if this weather continues, it will be on a par 
with diamonds next summer, and can therefore be readily 
pawned for large sums at present. 


‘* You’vE got on a pretty tony pair of trousers to-day. 
They look green.” 

“« They are green,” said the poet, slowly. 

«« Why do you wear them ?” 

«« Why, because they are green.” 

‘Do you like green trousers ?” 

‘“« Well, if I didn’t like them—if I regarded them as 
something disgusting and obnoxious—I would not wear 
them, I think they are delightful; they are not only 
economical, but hint at opulence.” 

‘¢{ don’t understand you.” 

‘«« Well, you see, I only gave five dollars for them; and 
the secret of the whole scheme is this: In the daytime 
they look green, and at night they look sort of brown, 
and the people all think I have two pairs and am putting 
on style.” 

“ Well, it is rather a good scheme.” 

“Good scheme! You can just bet it is. We poets have 
a hard time to make a decent display, and I am suffering 
for the time to arrive when some philanthropist will invent 
a seventy-five-cent straw hat that will last two summers, 
and look so much like a sealskin cap during the winter 
that it may be raffled off at a dollar a chance.” 
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CITY OR COUNTRY. 


AN UNFINISHED DRAWING-ROOM CAR DEBATE. 


They were riding together on the cars to the 
city, and were engaged in conversation on the 
subject of moving. Neither of them felt certain 
whether it would be better to remain in the 
suburbs and enjoy the balmy air, rich with the 
verdant redolence of bounteous nature, or to 
come to the city and get a flat, and be able to 
go to the theatres. The conversation was some- 
thing like this: 

“If I stay in the country, I cannot belcng to 
a club and see my friends at night; I have to 
tear away, and break my neck to catch a train 
to bear me to a region of mosquitoes and ma- 
laria. In the city, I can go to the opera, and I 
don’t have to jump up and leave in the middle 
of the third act, and run along like a wild Indian 
to catch a ferryboat that connects with a train 
which takes me home, and lands me where there 
is not an oyster to be had for love or money.”’ 

Then the other replied: 

“‘ Give me the country, every time, I tried 
the city once, and I don’t want any more of it, 
unless I commit some heinous crime, and have 
it offered me as the alternative of a horrible 
death. When I tried the city, I got in with a 
lot of people that made me indifferent to every- 
thing. They would come in at night, and fool 
around and take up my time, borrow books and 
umbrellas, and everything else, and never return 
them. I used to want them to hold on to my 
things, so that they would be ashamed to call 
again. But they never shamed; they simply 
came around and borrowed more. So I moved 
to the country, and settled in a house behind 
a desolate wood, far from the madding bor- 
rower,’” 

“T am going to move to the city for con- 
venience and comfort. I’d rather turn on a 
faucet, when I want water, than walk down a 
primrose lane, in the wet grass, and pull a ten- 
pound bucket up a fifty-foot well. I’d rather 
go down to the corner, when I[ want a drug- 
store, than have to run across a swamp to strike 
an apple-orchard that leads to the main road. 





And when I want to take a walk, I prefer Fifth 
Avenue to a crooked country road full of mud 
and ruts a foot deep. The country may be 
very fine and poetic, with its new-mown hay, 
fragrant by-ways, Dolly Vardens, quiet wood- 
lands, shady orchards and bellowing bulls, but 
I rather incline to the city.”’ 

“*T left the city to escape—’’ 

‘“‘ The sheriff?”’ broke in the other. 

“No; high rents, water taxes, gas- meter 
fiends, and all that sort of thing. I like the 
country, with its airy cheer, with its fields of 
waving grain, its grand old hills, and all the 
delightful landscape that melts in the distance 
like a fairy-dream. Last year I raised cabbages 
on my farm, and money on the house, and had 
a fine time—vacation all the year round.”’ 

‘When JZ tried the country first, 1 built a 
garden, planted seed, and set a lot of fancy 
hens on high-priced eggs. Foxes came along 
and ate the hens off the eggs, and the pump 
ran dry, and seed would not grow, and my boy 
fell out of a tree, and we all had chills, and the 
roof sprung a-leak and filled the cellar, and the 
landlord wouldn’t make repairs because the 
year’s rent was paid.” 

“When / lived in the city, a man in the next 
room owned a cockatoo that used to screech loud 
enough to shake the window-sashes, and when 
he was winding up, the dog would take up the 
end of the scream and hold it until the cockatoo 
was prepared to relieve him. I wouldn’t live in 
the city again rent free, and I don’t believe any 
sane man would. My motto.is: positive, coun- 
try; comparative, countryer; superlative, coun- 
triest. ‘That’s my grammar.’ 

“Tm city, every time, and I don’t care who 
knows it. You ought to wear overalls and 
break oxen to the plow for a living.’’ 

“Pd rather do that than wear a gum-drop 
Derby, and a silver watch on a gold chain, and 
blue-stripe uppers. Why don’t you take them 
off, anyhow ?”’ 

Here the argument ended and the fight be- 
gan, and would probably have ended seriously, 
if the conductor had not threatened to hurl 
them off the train. It has not yet been decided 
which is preferable, the city or the country. 
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DELIGUTED Dap:—* I intend to send her to ita.y.” 
TorTURED GuestT:—* I wish she was there now!” 





MARRIED MISERIES. 


WRITTEN EXPRESSLY FOR PucK, BY ARTHUR LOT: 


No. XXV.—New Fear’s Calls. 


Mrs, Lot had lived in the city during all her 
life, and so she religiously believed that New 
Year’s Day could be properly celebrated only 
by receiving callers. Of course, in the old days, 
when the Dutchmen reigned in New Amsterdam, 
that custom was well enough; but in modern 
times it has become an affliction almost as great 
as Fourth of July. In the olden times they wel- 
comed callers to the house, gave them a seat in 
the vast kitchen, and treated them to crullers 
and cider. Now a fellow enters an elaborately 
adorned parlor, sits down on an uncomfortable 
chair, which has been relieved of its overcoat 
for the day, gazes upon fair damsels who, con- 
sidering the time of year and the requirements 
of decency, have not a proper quantity of 
clothes on, and feasts on oysters, and game, 
and champagne. Filling one’s self with the 
good things of this world at some one else’s 
expense is a temptation which few men can re- 
sist; still I think that the uncomfortable stom- 
achs which New Year’s callers take to bed with 
them must be a sad drawback to the pleasures 
of the business. One very curious thing about 
this part of the performance is that every mo- 
ther’s son of them will insist that their stomachs 
are troubled by what they ate, not by what they 
drank. 

When New Year’s Day arrived, Mrs. Lot had 
a gorgeous and attractive table spread. In ad- 
dition to liquors in their natural state, she pre- 
pared avery seductive brandy punch. Then, 
having arrayed herself in purple and fine linen, 
she located herself in the parlor. 

‘* My dear,’’ asked I, in a modest manner, as 
I looked around the parlor: ‘why is this thus ?”’ 

“I propose to receive New Year’s calls,”’ said 
she, throwing up her head and looking boldly 
at me. 

“But, my dear,’? urged I: ‘‘ New Year’s 
doesn’t get so far out of town as this place.’’ 

‘*Humph!’ said she. 

‘‘Not a soul in this place,’’? continued I: 
‘thas the vaguest idea that New Year’s Day 
means anything more than the rst of January.’’ 

‘¢T don’t believe that,’’ said Mrs, Lot: “ and 
some of our city friends will call, I’m sure.’’ 

I said no more, but determined to watch the 
performance. 

After Mrs. Lot had sat there in the parlor in 
solitary grandeur for a couple of hours without 
receiving even a card, to say nothing of a call, 
her countenance fell and she became low spir- 
ited. I really felt sorry for the poor woman. 
She was the wife of my bosom, and, though I 
believe that if she had been residing on one of 
the Cannibal Islands on New Year’s Day she 
would have made preparations for callers, I felt 
that my duty as a husband called upon me to 
help her out of the scrape. I hurried at once 
to my brother’s house. 

“'Tom,”’ said I: ** go and call on my wife.’ 

“Surely she isn’t receiving calls?’ said 
Georgie, laughing. 

‘* My dear Georgie,” said I: “‘ arrayed in her 
store clothes, she sits in solemn grandeur in the 
parlor, amid the untouched viands, waiting for 
calls, just like what’s-his-name amid the ruins 
of what’s-that-place.”” 

“Then you must go at once, Tom,’ said 
Georgie. 

“‘ And stay as long as you can,’’ I sug. ested. 

Having started ‘om, I hurried to the par- 
sonage. 

“I hope, Mr. Jackson,” said I: “that you 
propose to call on my wife.’’ 

“ Certainly, Mr. Lot, certainly; at any time,”’ 
said the astounded minister: “Is she in need of 
religious consolation.”’ 

I almost laughed in his face. 
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“Hardly that,’’ I said: 
“but I presume you will 
make a New Year’s call on 
her.”’ 

“To-day ?”’ asked the 
parson, in surprise. 

“It’s a custom in the 
city,’’ said I. 

““Oh, I see,’’ said he: 
“To be sure! I'll call at 
once.’ 

Then I ran around, and 
hunted up the superintend- 
ent of the Sabbath-school, 
the justice - of -the- peace, 





and the postmaster, and by 
dint of much explanation, 
initiated them into the 
mysteries of New Year’s 
calls, and started them to 
my house. ‘There, however, 
my efforts ended, for, un- 
less I harnessed up the 
horse and scoured the coun- 
try, and invited the people 
whom I might find in the 
highways and byways, I 
saw no way of inducing 
any more persons to patron- 
ize my wife’s free lunch. 





CAR, AND ANSWERS ALL PROPER QUESTIONS. 


_ PUCK’S PATENT BOBTAIL-CAR DRIVER. 





DRIVES THE Horse, TURNS THE BRAKE, MAKES CHANGE, KEEPS THE BOYS OFF THE 


“ But you shouldn’t re- 
tire so early; there may be 
evening callers, you know.”’ 

She looked at me as if 
she had serious thoughts of 
swallowing me, and with- 
out a word left the room. 

I sent those callers home 
in a wagon. I hope they 
managed to explain the 
matter satisfactorily to their 
families. As for myself, I 
sat up till midnight, but 
no more callers came; I’m 
afraid that New Year’s Day 
at our house in the country 
cannot be looked upon as 
a success, 








SERVANT-LADYISM OF 
THE PERIOD. — “ Please, 
ma’am, I shall want the 
dining-room this afternoon, 
as I expect company, and 
I intend going out to take 
a walk with a gentleman 
friend of mine about three 
o’clock.”’? “Very well; in 
that’ case, you had better 





I strolled around the vil- 
lage for some hours, and 
made my way homeward late in the after- 
noon. As I went up the steps, I saw Mrs. Lot 
at the sitting-room window, and when the girl 
opened the door, I entered the sitting-room. 
I was a caller, however, and I resolved to act 
like one. 

“Charming day,’’ said I: ‘nice, brisk air! 
Bad walking, though; but we can’t have all the 
luxuries of the almanac at this time of year.’’ 

I paused; but Mrs, Lot said nothing. 

‘* Had many calls?”’ asked I. 

Mrs. Lot did not answer; but, pretending 
that she had replied, I ran on: 

*‘Of course not! You could hardly expect 
many. You area long distance from the city. 
Besides, I think the custom is dying out. I 
have made very few myself.’’ 

‘‘ What a simpleton you are,’’ said my wife, 
smiling slightly, notwithstanding she evidently 
felt hurt by the neglect of her friends. 

I bowed gravely, as if she had complimented 
me. Then I waited to see if she would invite 
me to partake of the feast. She did not, and 
so I took the matter in my own hands. 

“Lot,’’ said I to myself: “‘ have something ?”” 

‘I don’t care if I do,’’ said myself to me. 

‘¢ What will you take?’’ asked I of myself. 

“Pll take it hot, with a little lemon,’’ re- 
sponded myself to me. 

Having invited myself, I was not such a 
donkey as to treat myself badly, and so I had 
said I would take it hot with a little lemon. 

I was about to go into the parlor to treat 
myself, when Mrs. Lot spoke: 

‘‘It’s a shame,”’ said she. 

“Yes, my dear,’’ said I: “it’s a burning 
shame that all those good victuals should have 
been prepared and spread out there in the 
parlor merely to be wasted.” 

“‘TIt’s nothing of the sort,”’ said she: “It’s a 
shame our friends haven’t called on me.”’ 

“*Yes,’’ said I: ‘ that’s what I mean.’’ 

It was a shame, too. Mrs. Lot is a very beau- 
tiful and attractive woman. Of course it is not 
proper for a man to praise those things which 
belong to him; but in this case, so far as I can 


discover, the boot is on the other leg, and I | 
To be sure, Mrs. Lot is | 


belong to Mrs, Lot. 
more or less encumbered with a husband; but I 
am naturally a cheerful sort of a person, and I 
don’t see why other fellows should not make 
New Year’s calls on my wife, provided—yes, 
of course, provided they want to. 





‘“‘ Anyhow,’’ said Mrs. Lot, after a pause: 
‘“‘ your predictions were wrong. ‘There are some 
people here who make calls. I have received 
five calls.”’ 

‘“* Ah!”’ said I, as if surprised. 

“Yes,” said she, laughing: “ ‘Tom came, and 
he had scarcely left the house before the minis- 
ter and the superintendent of the Sabbath- 
school, and immediately afterward the justice- 
of-the-peace and the postmaster, dropped in; 
and they are all in the parlor yet.”’ 

‘In the parlor yet ?”’ exclaimed I. 

“< Yes,”’ said she, still laughing: ‘‘ The minis- 
ter and the superintendent sat down by the 
oysters and the turkey, and discussed election 
and pre-ordination between mouthfuls; the jus- 
tice and the postmaster sat down by the punch- 
bowl, and they discussed politics between 
drinks. Now, you know, 1’m not strong on 
such subjects, and as none of the conversation 
was addressed to me, I left them in there and 
came in here.’’ 

“Good gracious!’’ exclaimed I: “I must 
look after them.”’ 

‘Oh, they are in good quarters,’’ said she. 

I hurried into the parlor. There was not a 
solitary oyster in the bowl, and the turkey was 
as sick-looking a bird as if he had run the 
gauntlet of boarders at a Second Avenue hash- 
ery. The pastor and the superintendent had 
reached fourteenthly on pre-ordination and were 
discussing the matter vigorously. ‘The justice 
and the postmaster were both snoring on the 
floor. Perhaps politics had overcome them, 
but the punch-bowl wasempty. I induced the 
parson and the superintendent to join us in our 
evening repast in the dining-room, and, at the 
end of the meal, I sent them home rejoicing. 
The other pair proved more troublesome. 

“ My dear,”’ said I: “ two of your friends are 
‘biled,’ ‘ full-seas-over,” ‘crammed with bilge 
water,’ ‘drunk,’ there, in the parlor.’’ 

“My friends!’ said my wife: “You mean 
your friends,’ 

“ Mine!”’ ejaculated I: “ Do I receive calls?”’ 

“‘I don’t care whether you do or not,”’ re- 
sponded she: “Do I go to the justice’s office, 
or the postmaster’s den, and discuss nasty poli- 
tics? ‘Those men didn’t come to see me; they 
came here because they know you.”’ 

’ « But I don’t receive calls,?’ expostulated I. 

“ Well, youcan dispose of them as you please,”’ 
said she: “‘ I am going to bed.’ 





take ‘Timoleon and Evan- 
geline with you.’”’? “ Me— 
take them with me? ‘Take your children out 
to walk with my company? Do you think | 
am going to be taken fora nurse-girl? Not 
very much, ma’am; you can take them out 
yourself.’’—Andrews’s Queen. 


Last evening a West End husband and wife 
agreed to sit down and have a quiet chat, 
Each agreed that people are blind to their own 
faults; so they made an agreement that each 
should be perfectly frank, and in a friendly way 
tell the other his or her faults, so they could 
help each other to correct those faults and 
approach perfection. It was their duty to help 
each other to attain that state. So they began, 
and in less than ten minutes the neighbors 
began to take an interest in the transaction, and 
stood round and cheered to see the husband 
come flying down the front steps, hatless, with 
his coat torn, his hair disheveled, and making 
desperate efforts to keep out of reach of a pair 
of tongs in his wife’s hand. It always works 
just that way.—Boston Post, 





BABY’S WARNING. 


When baby has pains at dead of night, 
Mother in a fright, father in a plight; 
When worms do bite, baby must cry, 
If fever sets in, baby may die. 

If croupy pains kill Leonora, 

In that house there’s no CAsTorIA, 

For mothers learn without delay, 
CasToria cures by night and day. 





“AT THE THOUSAND ISLANDS.” 





THE GOLDEN FRUITS OF A SUMMER’s VACATION. 
A Novelette. By Arthur Lot. 
See FicTion No. XIX. 


A Weekly Story Paper Containing Only Original Stories. 





Ten Cents a Copy.—Four Dollars a Year. 





The following numbers of Puck will be bought at this 
office, No, 21 & 23 Warren Street, at TEN CENTS per 
copy: Nos. 1, 2, 4, 5, 6, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 24, 25, 26, 37, 38, 39, 40, 41, 42, 
43, 44, 47, 48, 50, 53, 56, 78, 79, 80, 82, $3, 86, 88, 94, 
96, 98, 105, 106, 107, 108, 114, 117, 121. 





READ'S GRAND DUCHESS COLOGNE. 
MADE OF OTTO OF ROSES AND FRENCH FLOWERS. 
Sold by all Druggists at 25 cents and $1.00 a bottle 
Ws. H. READ, Baltimore & Light Sts., Baltimore, Md. 
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HERE IS BUT 
ONE GENUINE 


ESSENCE OF 


Jamaica GINGER 


in the market, and 
that is 


Fred k Brown's 


PHILADELPHIA. 


All others are Imitations or 
made to sell on the reputation 
of the ORIGINAL, and ma 
do harm, while FREDERIC 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
will always be a blessing in 


SPRINC, 
SUMMER, 
AUTUMN, 


<~ WINTER. 


InallSTOMACH DISORDERS, 
For SLEEPLESSNESS, 
For SUDDEN CHILLS, 
When Drenched during the 
EQUINOX, 
When Cold in WINTER, 
When Distressed in SUMMER 
buy a bottle of your Druggist 
or your Grocer for 50 Cents, 
(insist on having the GENU- 
INE given you—FREDERICK 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA,) 
and you will secure an article 
which will serve you well— 
ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 








SMOKE 


MMaitod& Sori 


NEW YORK SEGARS. 


MADE of PURE TOBACCO. 
For Sale by all First-class Dealers. 


Mary had a little lamb, . 
With which she used to tussle, 
She pulled the wool all off its back, 
And ram-med it in her bustle. 


But when he saw he had been fleeced, 
He in a passion flew, 
So Mary got upon her ear, 
And stuffed the lamb in, too. 
— Sold Muldoon. 


‘‘ EFRAHEM, come to your mudder, boy. 
Whar you bin?”’ 

‘‘ Playin’ wid de white folks’ chillum.’’ 

“You is, eh? See hyar, chile, you broke 
your ole mudder’s heart and brung her gray 
hairs in sorrow to de grave wid your recklum- 
ness an’ carryings on wid ebil assoayshums. 
Habn’t I raised you up in the way you should 
ought to go?” 

“* Yassum.”’ 

‘“‘Habn’t I bin kine an tender wid you, an’ 
treated you like me own chile—which ‘you is?”’ 

“* Yassum.’? 

‘“‘Habn’t I reezened wid you, an’ deplored 
de good Lord to wrap you in His buzzum?”’ 

‘© Yassum.”” 

‘*An’ isn’t I yer nateral detector an’ gardeen 
fo’ de law?”’ 

“ Yassum.”’ 

‘‘ Well, den, do you s’pose I’se gwyne to hab 


your morals ruptured by de white trash? No, 


sah! You git in de house dis instep, an’ if I 
eber cotch you ’municatin’ wid de white trash 
any mo’, fo’ de Lord, nigga, I’ll break your 
black head wid a brick!”’ 

“* Yassum.”’—Cincinnati Saturday Night, 


A very hungry arrival at the Palace rushed 
into the dining-room the other day and fell 
upon the eatables with great determination. 

*‘T declare!’ said one of those hotel funny 
dogs, who sat at the same table: ‘My dear 
sir, you remind me of the Prodigal Son.’’ 

‘‘Exactly,’”? said the hungry man, as he 
speared another cutlet: ‘I’m forced to eat 
with the hogs.”’ 

And the lardy dah was carried out on a chip. 
San Francisco Post. 

A younc lady who lies abed in the morning 
until nine o’clock, and devotes the remainder 
of the day to dressing, novel reading, worrying 
a piano and shopping, almost fainted when an 
agent of the paletot gender called at her hou:e 
and asked her to subscribe for the Woman at 
Work, When sufficiently recovered, she told 
the agent that she would find the woman at 
work in the kitchen, and she would have to go 
round the back way.—Norrisigwn Herald. 


Wuitney, the man that Clara Louise Kellogg 
is going to marry, is a brewer. How true it is 
that there’s music in the waters, after the malt 
and glucose have been put in, and, again, how 
true it is that music has charms to soothe the 
brewer’s breast. We cannot but hope that Miss 
Kellogg’s life will be one continued round of 
pleasure, in pints or quarts, as the case may be. 
—Peck's Sun. 

THERE are prospects of the appointment of 
a Chinaman on the Philadelphia police force. 
A Chinaman, it is well known, always does 
things in a manner exactly opposed to the 
American method; so it’s barely possible that 
this officer will not make love to the cooks, will 
keep awake, and can be found occasionally.— 
Boston Post, 

An exchange wants to know “ whether our 
colleges turn out gentlemen.’” Certainly not; 
the gentlemen are allowed to go on and gradu- 
ate.— Williamsport (Pa.) Sun. 





BISMARCK 
flavors his Champagne with AncosturRA Bitters, the world re- 
nowned appetizer. Tavs it on your table. Ask your Grocer or 
Druggist for the genuine article, manufactured by Dr. J. G.B. 
Siegert & Sons. 


JENNINGS’ SANITARY DEPOT 


Mention this paper. 








GOLD MEDAL, PARIS, 1878. 
BAKER’S 


Breakfast Cocos. 


Warranted absolutely pure 
Cocoa, from which the excess 
of oil has been removed. It is a 
delicious drink, nourishing and 
strengthening; easily digesteds 
admirably adapted for invalids 
as well as persons in health, 

Sold by Grocers everywhere. 
W. BAKER &CO., 
Dorchester, Mass. 








Established 1838. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 


Importers, Manufacturers and Dealers in 
e Watchers, Diamonds, Jeweiry, 
Solid Silver & Plated Wares, 
363 CANAL STREET, 
Bet. S.s5th Ave. & Wooster St., New York 
Bargains in every department. 
American Watches, $7. Stem Winders, $12. 
Solid 14 k. Gold American Stem Winder, $50. 
Diamond Studs, $10 and upwards. Wedding 
Rings, $3and upwards. Th~ argestassortmentof 
Jewelry at lowest prices. Repairing of every de- 
scription neatly executed. Goods sent C. 0. D to 
any part of the U.S. New Ilustrated Price List. 


ae ee ee | 

$1 55 A MONT ‘T—Agents Wanted. Fast-selling 
Novelties and $2 Watches, just out. Catalogues f ee. 

Fetton Mpc. Co., 138 Fulton St., N. ¥. Samples rrc. in stamps. 


THE ORGUINETIE 




















IS THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 
IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 
IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 
Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and Reed Orgars may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguir ettes, Musical Cabinets, and 


Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co 


Sole Manufacturers and Patenteés, a@ Send for Circular 





BEATTY’S ORGANS 27 stops, 10 set reeds only $90. Pianos 
$125 up. Rare Holiday Inducements ready. 
Write or call on BEATT , Washington, N. J. 





Enoch Morgan’s Sons’ 


SAPOLIO 


Is BETTER and CHEAPER than SOAP— 


FOR CLEANING AND POLISHING 
ALL HOUSEHOLD WARES. 


ONE CAKE WILL DO MORE WORK THAN THREE 
PACKAGES OF ANY OTHER SCOURING SOAP. 





— BEWARE of goods claimed to be as good as 


SAPOLIO. 


All of them are Imitations. 








$72 A —— #12 a day at home easily made. 


Costly 


Outfit free. Address True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 





HEISS’ CONCERTS, 14th ST., NEAR 6th AVE. 
EVERY ALTERNOON AND EVENING. 





a Year and mses to agents. Outfit free. Address, 
P. O. VICKERY, Augusta, Me. 


$77 
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, Send one, Sam, Gane or five a ** Look here, Matilda,’’ said a Galveston lady 
ars for a retail , ress, . 
the best Candies in the World, put up | tO the colored cook: ‘you sleep right close to 
in handsome boxes. All strictly pure. | the chicken-house, and you must have heard 
Suitable for presents. Try it once. 


Address, C.F. GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Madison St., Chicago. 


F. J. KALDENBERG., 


MANUFACTURER OF 

1} MEERSCHAUM PIPES, 
IVORY GOODS, 

SMOKERS’ ARTICLES, &c. 


WHOLESALE AND Reta. ReparRING Done. CircutarR FREE. 
125 Fulton St., and No. 6 Astor House. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLE. 











It is what every boy wants, 7 id what every 
man ought to have. 
Send 3-cent stamp for catalogue and price- 


list to 
fC THE POPE M’F’G 00., 
~ 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 


LYON & HEALY 
63 and 65 Monroe St., Chicago 
Will send prepaid to any address their 


BAND CATALOCUE, 
for 1881, 190 pages, 260 Engravings o 
Instruments, Suits, Caps, Belts, Pom- 

“eat Epaulets, Cap Lamps, Stands, 

rum Major's Staffs and Hats,Sundry 
Band Outfits, Repairing Materials ; also in- 
ludesInstruction and exercises forAmateur 
Bands, and acatalogue of choice Band Music 

















El t Genuine Chromo Cards, no two alike, 
50 with ere SNOW & GO., Meriden, Conn. 








POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to ail others, end sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 726 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 





MORGAN'S 


HAND SAPOLIO 


The Best Toilet and Bath Soap 
in the World. 


Removes Tan, Ink and All Stains, 
Leaving the Skin Soft and White. 








“JUST OUT.” 
BOOK OF INSTRUCTION 
IN THE USE OF 


INDIAN CLUBS, 
DUMB-BELLS, 


\nd other exercises. Also in the Games of 


QUOITS, ARCHERY, ETC. 


Fully illustrated, bound in cloth. Prt 25 
ents. SENT TO ANY PART OF U. 8. 
IN THE RECEIPT OF 30c POSTAGE STAMPS 
M. BORNSTEIN, Publisher, 
{5 Ann St. New York. 


NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York, 


Pants to order...... ..... 10. 
Suits to order.............. $15to $40. 
Winter Overcoats, from $15 up. 
Samples with instructions for SeLF-MEASUREMENT sent free to 
every part ofthe United States. Branch stores in all principal cities. 











those thieves stealing the chickens.”’ 

“Yes, ma’am, I heerd the chickens holler, and 
heerd de woices ob de men.”’ 

“ Why didn’t you go out, then ?”’ 

“‘Case, ma’am (bursting into tears), case, 
ma’am, I knowed my ole fadder was out dar, 
and I wouldn’t hab him know I’se lost confi- 
dence in him foah all de chickens in de world. 
If I had gone out darand kotched him, it would 
hab broke his ole heart, and he would hab me 
tote de chickens home foah him, besides. He 
done tole me day before dat he’s gwine to pull 
dem chickens dat night.’’—Galveston News. 

ALways copper a weather report, and if you 
want to take your family for a pleasant ride, 
spot some day when Old Probabilities says 
gravely that there are going to be three hail- 
storms, a tidal wave and an earthquake. ‘The 
pleasantest picnic that we can remember was 
one when the telegraphic weather-reports from 
Washington announced that there would bea 
frightful gale on the Pacific Coast, and a first- 
class hurricane in San Francisco. We cannot 
remember a calmer or more beautiful day.— Zx. 


Has the moment never come to you, gentle 
reader, when you have longed to be a hermit, 
to live in a cave, to wear a buffalo-robe and 
have your meals sent in from the nearest res- 
taurant? If such amoment has not come to 
you, you have never suffered from the attempts 
of a young dry-goods clerk to learn the violin- 
cello.—Andrews’s Queen, 


A NOTED flirt of Akron, O., is said to have 
all her love-letters bound in a volume for her 
parlor-table. It is a Him-book, in both long 
and short meet-her. If this volume were to be 
produced to prove that she is a heartless crea- 
ture, she would have to plead jilty.—Vorristown 
Herald, 

An elephant was knocked down the other 
day, at sheriff’s sale, for $7,100. ‘This is con- 
sidered very low, and as the price may advance 
in a few days, it behooves poor families to pur- 
chase their winter’s stock of elephants now,— 
Norristown Herald, 

WE often hear of a woman marrying a man 
to reform him; but no one ever tells about a 
man marrying a woman to reform her. We 
men are modest, and don’t talk about our good 
deeds much.—Plainfield Bulletin. 

A Man sometimes forgets, before he has 
paid, whether he has paid or not; but after he 
has paid, he never forgets that he has paid. Man 
is naturally a liar.—V. O. Times. 


SomE one says talk is cheap, It is not when 
it comes in the extra session of a Legislature, 
and must be paid for by the State.-—ew Orleans 
Picayune. 

Tue alligator is certainly a sleepy-looking 
thing; but when awake for business, it is found 
there issomesnap to him.— ew Orleans Picayune, 

THE buggy-top bonnets should never be worn 
at theatres until they are made so that the top 
can be turned down.—J. O. Picayune. 

““How many carriages shall you want to 
haul the grief?’ is the way the undertakers put 
it in Deadwood.—Deroit Free Press. 

THE men with the biggest watch - chains 
usually have a silver watch at the end of it.— 
Hartford Globe. 





There are political outbreaks so popular with the whole 
peoplefthat the state dare not interfere. The breaking 
out of pustules, pimples, tetter and the like on the face, 
can be pleasantly cured by Dr. Benson’s Skin Cure. Also 
good for the hair and scalp. 


THOS. BAILEY 





Plumber and Practical 
Sanitary Engineer 
10th Avenue, cor. 15st St., N.Y. 





PIANOS. 
PREFERRED BY LEADING ARTISTS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E, 14th Street, N, Y. 


Uoubtme 


Furnitur 


SALES-ROOMS, 


842 BROADWAY, COR. 13TH STREET, AND 
96 and 98 E. HOUSTON STREET. 


A. WEIDMANN & CO., 


Sos BROADWAY, 
Cor, Duane Street, NEW YORE, 
BRANCH: No. 244 GRAND ST., Near Bowery. 
IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS OF 


TOY s, 


Masks, Gold and Silver Trimmings, Spangles and other 
Material for Costumes, Fireworks, etc. 
Z®@ Catalogues sent on Application. 6X 



















2 Vid you ever use RICKSECKER’S SKIN SOAP ? 

it Softens and Whitens the Skin. it is made 
exclusively of Baimy Vegetable Olis, no Animal 
Fat, no Coloring Matter, no Adulterations, no 
Perfume. Keeps the hands soft and white in 
coldest weather. Large economical tablets 
25 cents each. Druggists or by mall, on ree 
ceipt often 3c. stamps. 

THEO. RICKSECKER, Perfumer, 
146 William St., N. Y. 
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AT POPULAR PRICES, 


TOY BOXES, for Children, SMALL MUSIC BOXES, play- 
ing 2, 3,4 and 6 Airs, LARGE MUSIC BOXES, with various 
accompaniments 

THE SUBLIME HARMONIE MUSIC BOX, patented by 
us, is superior to any other style made, The great novelty is, how- 
ever, the INTERCHANGEABLE CYLINDER MUSIC BOX, 
litely patented by us. W.th this style you can buy from one to a 
thousand cylinders, The number is limitless. Great variety of 
rr ALBUMS, WORK BOXES, CIGAR STANDS, br 
CANTERS, swiss COTTAGES, allwith Music. 


M. J. PAILLARD & CO., 


No. 680 BROADWAY, 
Music Boxes Carefully Repaired, 


NEW YORK. 




















Prof.Heller’s Magical Trick Cards 


fy = The Magician's own cards for per 
= forming wonderful tricks, @ Every 
man and boy aconjuror, Every girl 
ea Witch. Everybody astounded. 


sy Some of the most remarkable illu- 
sions ever known can be performed 
with these cards. European 
magicians use these cards 
with wonderful dexterity. 
and surprise every one with 
their marvelous feats, Com- 
? plete directions with every 
) set. By mail, 10 cents; @ 


Packe for 2 . 
60 Pago Ii. Book Free, E. NASON, 111 Newson St. "Now York. 

$5 t $20 per day at home. Samples worth $5 free. 
0 Address Stinson & Co., Portland, Maine. 


HOLIDAY PRESENTS. 

Alarge assortment of fine MEERSCHAUM PIPES, 
and CIGAR-HOLDERS, as well as AMBER 
GOODS, all of our own manufacture, at CARL 
STEHR’S, i Broome Street, under the Occidental 
Hotel. Send for Circular, 
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No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 1 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 
No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


a7" STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 


KNOX, 


WORLD RENOWNED 


ENGLISH HATS, 
ee Martin’s * Umbrellas. 


THE BATTERS oe rn nowsee 


QUALITY — THE BEST !! “eu 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable JET AV "3"&¥§ can be found in every city in the U. S: 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. None genuine without the trademark. 





GOSTURA 


BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

4 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
24 sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
ff a all disorders of the Digestive 
j Segane- A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
pegne, and to all summer drinks. 
pe it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 

4 ang Grasine articte, manufactured 
} nie G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
TESER® (SUCCESSOR to J. W. HANCOX), 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
51 Broadway, NEW YORK. 

















CHAMPAGN E. 


THIS WINE 
Is acknowledged b’ 4 F napa ve to be the best cuvee 


selected by the Czar and is 
largely consumed by the nobility of Russia, who 
are known to be connoisseurs of champagne. 


PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinavis Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Gieshiibler, mburg, Kronthal, Kissingen, Marienbad bad, Piillna- 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Tamencdect Wilhems- 
quelle, and fifty others. 
DEPOT FOR ALL AMERICAN WATERS. 
Bottlers of RinGLer’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukee Beer. Agents for 
GEBRUEDER HOEHL Coates. Rhine Wines. 
& CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 
DUBOIS FRERE & EXGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 
P. SCHERER & CO., 
48 Barclay cee New York. 


Cor. 11th & Oxford Sts., Pp, 


4 PHILADELPHIA. 


now in existence. 
















Jer Bo 


Is especially adapted for 
Bottling and Export. 


KARL HUTTER’S 
Patent Lightning 


Bottle Stoppers 


Also a Full Assortment of 
LAGER AND WEISS BEER. 
WINE AND BRANDY BOTTLES. 
SrgciaL ATTENTION Parp To Orpvers Witn NAME 
Brown In Tue Bortttes. 

A Large Selection Of Bottler’s Supplies, 
KARL HUTTER, 


186 Bowery, New York. 





HAWKEYE DOTS. 

Twelve thousand shovels are manufactured 
in the United States every week. And yet, 
every time a man wants his own individual 
shovel after dark, he has to paw and claw 
around over two tons of soft coal feeling for 
it; making remarks in the meantime that are 
enough to blister any coal-shovel that ever hid 
itself between the end of the shed and an 
empty barrel. 

More than 3,000 women are employed in the 
railway offices in Austria, This explains why 
Austrian railroads are so slow. Frequently, 
when a train is behind time, there isn’t a man 
about the office to swear at it. 

Pickled cucumbers were the missiles thrown 
at Sara Bernhardt by the mob at Odessa. They 
would have stood a better chance of hitting 
the target if they had thrown Sara Bernhardt 
at the pickled cucumber. 


They arrested a man in Hannibal the other 
day, on suspicion of being a burglar, because 
he had some good clothes and $900. That 
settled it. They knew no man could come 
honestly by so much money in Hannibal. 

Probably the finest exhibition of human cour- 
age that is ever witnessed can be seen by inter- 
viewing the passengers of a Western railroad 
train half an hour after the robbers are gone. 
—Robert J. Burdette. 

A CLERGYMAN in Connecticut says that the 
churches do not appeal enough to the imagina- 
tion. On the contrary, they have taken care 
of the imagination. No sooner does a man 
enter a church fair than he is compelled to im- 
agine that ice-cream contains cream, that a 
stew was cooked within a mile of an oyster, 
that No.5 slippers will fit a No. 8 foot, and that 
the clergyman who receives the most votes for 
a dressing-gown is the most popular clergyman 
in town. Imagination, as applied to church 
fairs, is a glorious cheat, and finds its excuse on 
the ground that it affords a pleasant and easy 
way of giving something for a good cause— 
N. ¥. Herald, 


“O Great and Mighty Sire!’? exclaimed 
Michael Strogoff, the courier, kneeling before 
the emperor: ‘‘ Boss of the Rugged Steppes, 
King Bulldozer of the Icefields of the North, 
Majestic Glazier and Eternal Iceberg, with an 
icicle on your nose a rod long, the corre- 
spondent of the Chicago Zimes said—” ‘Off 
with his head!’ roared the indignant emperor: 
“The next thing I know, the whole army will 
be demoralized by these lying paragraphers.’’ 
And the black-veiled executionér brought forth 
the demijohn, and placed it in awful readiness 
upon the dirkenspeidel.— Unknown Ex. 

“WuatT a lovely vase! Antique?’ “No, 
modern.’’ ‘‘ What a pity; it is so pretty!’— 


Quiz, 


Thousands of women have been entirely cured by the 





use of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. Send 
to Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham, 233 Western Avenue, Lynn, 


Mass., for pamphlets. 


Flags, Yacht, Pilot and Commercial Signals, printed 
201 : in brilliant colors, in setts, for Card and Stamp 





ee ont on receipt of 60 cents. Address, 
Toutner, Classon Av., Brooklyn, N. Y. Bound 
in pad and Gold, $1.00. 


Dm 
PIANOS, 


33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 
Shaving Made Easy! 


“VROOM & FOWLER'S” SHAVING SOAP 


gives a quick, soft, lasting lather. Sent by mail a. come to 
H. Ruth iP’ 


twenty cents. 
For SALE EveRYWHERE. —s + my St. »% . a 








SAPOLIO WILL POLISH 
Tin, Brass, Copper and Steel Wares of all kinds better than 
Emery or Rotten Stone—ASK FOR IT—Take nothing as a 
substitute for it—It is the Best anc Cheapest Scouring Soap 


TRY HAND SAPOLIO 


for an everyday Toilet and Bath Soap—It has no equal. 


30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE 


We send free on 30 days’ trial Dr. Dye’s Electro-Vol- 
taic Belts and other Electric Appliances to those 
suffering from Nervous Debility and K ndred Troubles. 
Also fr Rheumatism, Liver and Kidney Troubles, 
and many other diseases, Speedy cures guaranteed. II- 
lustrated Pamphlet free. Address 


VOLTAIC BELT CO., Marshall, Mich. 


BOKER'S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 





PATENT COVERS 


FILING PUCK. 


They are simple, strong and easily used. 
Preserve the papers perfectly, as no holes are 
punched through them. 

Will always lie open, even when full. Allow 
any paper on file to be taken off without dis- 
turbing the rest. 

Will be mailed to any part of the United 
States and Canada upon receipt of $1.30. 


KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 


Publishers of Puck and FIcTIoN, 
21, 23 & 25 Warren St., N. Y. 











A YEAR and expenses paid agents. Contract for 3c. 
U.S. TEA CO., Madison, Wis. 


AMERICAN 


Star Soft Capsules. 


CHEAPEST, QUICKEST, SUREST, BEST 
AND MOST RELIABLE SOFT CAPSULES. 
Genuine On ty IN 
Metallic Boxes, Star Stamped on Cover, with 
Blue Wrapper with Star Monogram. 

Victor E. Mauger & Petrie, 
110 Reade Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two of 
three ao For iculars address with stamp to 
. EICKHORN No. 6St. Marks Place, New York. 














66 N° for a day, but for all Time.’’ 
The sale of “‘ The Nine Letter Puzzle.’’ 





AGENTS can BRIDEO Sure co yi ow & N.Y. 
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M° CANN’S HATS 


$2.90 FOR A $5.00 SILK HAT. 
$1.75 FOR A $2.50 SOFT HAT. 
$2.40 FOR A $3.50 DERBY HAT. 


218 BOWERY. 


WM. NEELY. 


BOOTS ,ASSHOES 


348 Bowery, Cor. Great Jones St. 
WHOLESALE HOUSE, CORNER CHURCH AND DUANE STREETS. 
A full line of E. C. Burt’s Fine Shoes. 


gj All Goods marked in Plain Figures. -@q 
Fall and Winter Styles Now Ready. 


A RARE OPPORTUNITY. 











Gentlemen wishing to be well dressed at low prices should go to 


ARNHEIM 


The Tailor, 
190 & 192 BOWERY, cor. SPRING ST., 


Overcoats of English Melton and Kersey, all shades, made to 
order, $18.00. Choice of 1,000 different styles for Pants to order, 
#4 00, and Suits, $16..00 Also, 1,000 different styles for Pants to 
order, $5.00, and Suits, $20.00. 


STORE OPEN TIL 10 P. M. 


Our only Branch in New York is 305 BROAD- 
WAY,corner Duane Street. 


BEEP’S SHIRTS. 
' ALWAYS THE BEST. 
KEEP’S PATENT PARTLY-MADE SHIRTS, 


6 for $6; easily finished. 
KEEP’S PERFECT FI'rTING CUSTOM 
SHIRTS, 6 for $9, to measure. 
PERFE T SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 


FALL UNDERWEAR. 
White and Scailet Knit all wool and Flannel, at lowest cash 
prices, viz: 55¢., 75¢., goc., $1.20, $1.35 and upwards 


SCARFN AND NECKWEAR 
In all the Leading Novelties and Latest Styles. 
COLLARS, CUFFS, JEWELRY, HANDKERCHIEFS, 
GLOVES and UMBRELLAS. 














Excep Manufacturing Co., 


112 TREMONT STREET, BOSTON. 
341 Fulton Street, Brooklyn. 


637 & 1193 BROADWAY. 80 NASSAU ST. 


yg oWlis, « 
vere Nap, 


is wp 
"sHort: Ban’ 
coLLARs « 


"BEAD EDGE’ 
+CUFFS* 
ALWAYS GIVE 


SATISFACTION 
THEBEST MADE | 


























56 North German Lloyd 


STEAMSHIP LINE between 


New York, Southampton & Bremen 
Sailing every Saturday, 

Ss, Company’s Pier, foot of Second Street, Hoboken. 
DONAJU, Saturday, Dec. 31st. | RHEIN, Saturday, Jan. 14th. 
MOSEL, Saturday, Jan. 7th. NECKAR, Sat., Jan. 21st. 

Rates of passage from NEW YORK to SOUTHAMPTON, 

HAVRE, or BREMEN: 
First Cabin, $100; Second Cabin, $60; Steerage, $30. 
Return tickets at reduced rates. Prepaid Steerage Certificates, $25 
OELRICHS & CO., General Agents, No. 2 Bowling Green. 








When using Postage Stamps as part 
of payment, Subscribers will please 


send One-cent or Two-cent 
Stamps only. 





“ BEHIND HER FAN,” 


Behind her fan of downy fluff, 

Sewed on soft saffron satin stuff, 
With peacock feathers, purple-eyed, 
Caught daintily on either side, 

The gay coquette displays a puff: 


Two blue eyes peep above the buff: 
Two pinky pouting lips, ...... enough! 
That cough means surely come and hide 
Behind her fan. 


The bark of Hope is trim and tough, 
So out I venture on the rough, 
Uncertain sea of girlish pride. 
A breeze! I tack against the tide, 
Capture a kiss and catch a cuff, 
Behind her fan. 
—Frank D. Sherman, in The Century. 


A Boston man, who had married a Maine 
girl, started West on his bridal tour, and did 
not make his reappearance until eighteen 
months from the date of his departure. He 
was met by a friend, who, after exchanging 
congratulations with him, asked him what por- 
tion of the country that he had visited during 
his trip he was most pleased with, He an- 
swered: 

“ Tilinois.”’ 

‘On what account?’ queried his friend: 
‘for its natural, its business, or its social at- 
tractions ?”’ 

“No; for its legal attractions. My wife and 
I were divorced there.’ — Brooklyn Eagle. 


‘¢ AH, so you are the young man from Bethany 
who wishes to learn the business, are you?’’ 
said a New Haven merchant, recently. 

“* Yes, sir,’ was the respectful reply. 

** Let’s see. Are you quick at figures ?”? 

“ Tolerably.”’ 

“If a man should buy 150 yards of calico at 
thirteen cents a yard, how much would it come 
to??? 

«¢ A man that would pay thirteen cents a yard 
for calico, when he could get it in market for 
four cents—fifteen off for immediate cash, would 
come to mighty sudden.’’ 

‘The young man was engaged.—Mew Haven 
Register. 


OnE afternoon a stranger, observing a stream 
of people entering a church, approached a man 
of gloomy aspect who was standing near the 
entrance, and asked: 

“Ts this a funeral ?”? 

“Funeral! No,’’ was the sepulchral answer: 
“it?s a wedding.”’ 

“‘Excuse me,’’ added the stranger: “but I 
thought, from your serious looks, that you might 
be a hired mourner.’’ 

‘*No,”’ returned the man, with a weary, far- 
off look in his eyes: ‘‘I’m a son-in-law of the 
bride’s mother.’’ —Brooklyn Eagle, 


THE epitaph on an old tombstone recently 
unearthed at ‘Thebes reads: “Sacred to the 
memory of Who ever saw a drum-stick, an old 


jok, who departed his life anno domino, sexagenti 


percent, oxidenti quinguicentt, pax vobiscum, Resqut- 
squeezecal in pace, resurgam,e pluribus unum, Erin 
go Bragh.—Andrews’s Queen, 


THE cars on New York elevated railroads are 
not heated, but it does not make much dif- 
ference. ‘The passengers get so warmed up 
fighting for seats that they do not notice the 
absence of stoves.— Philadelphia News. 


The office of postmaster at Norwalk Depot, 
O., pay salary of $4 per year, and yet no one 
will have it. There is, once in a while, an office 
that an American won’t touch for either dignity 
or money.— Detroit Free Press. 


WHEN a bank teller is leader of a quire, his 
paper ought to be good, as well as his notes.— 
N. ¥. Com, Advertiser. 
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Remarks on July by Fudge Jeremiah S. Bl ck... 19 
Rs 360% atewion>snceeeseasetieseene OO 
Remarks on August by Bismarck... ee. cece ee 21 
TE ee LT ee ee 22 


Remarks on September by Zommaso S-lu-ni..., 23 
DEE cies KERGicekndskn- et) aamest 24 
Remarks on October by ohn G. Wh-tt-er ...00. 25 


PTE cine sdewneneiess: eeeen -Seraanens 26 
Remarks on November by F-An K-lly ........ 27 
DUCEMOER o.0.0.0.000 ccccescceescccess ceeces ses . 28 
Remarks on December by john Smijithj, the 
See BONNET PIE. occns sees 0001. kau seen 20 
The Ballade of Fact and Fiction—Arthur Penn 30 
Rodding Evarts’s Baras —-Fake Moon ...... 2008. 31 
Fame— ohn Valentine Rogers, R. Ni. .cccceceee 35 
Mirage — A. 2. Wir oms. .ooossccsevcessceese oo 9 
ee ee NE 6.08 Skin chad addkedacaeans 37 
What to Call It—Zd. LZ. Adams... ccc cccccccs 39 
Driven From Home; or, The Outcast’s Return—/V. 40 
In Winter—Fohn Smith's Son. .... cecccececees 43 
Betroteet— 7. C. Baer ....oo sonics ccccienccess 44 
Bloodhound Bub, the Boy Detective of Broad Street. 47 
French Phonetics—Birdseye... cece cceces ecess 56 
ARG AMOd C0 E006, occ esses cscseeserncce. $f 
The Jewel of the Desert— 7ricotrin. ...... 0.4.4. 60 
Caught!—&. K. Munkittrich. . 0.000000 abies 63 
pe errr errr rr errr rrr 64 
The View of the Coming Hard Winter—Zdward 
FE ina veunescsndanddas secs eeeewaneecen 68 
A Fool Band—Z. C. Dodge... .. cee ccecescecces 69 
Budgerrygaraboo the Third-and-a-Ialf— Harry Ka- 
Fe ee ere rT are 70 
Pe ETS BIN cs bas dskunebessinnns Gaceee 78 
A Curse to the World—Ade Aurder. oo... ccc c cues 82 
Winter’s Work—G. H. Fessup......cceecececece 85 
The Printing-Press in the Family............. coe 87 
DM tiukseos mass Sees deresnesekeniesieuee + 91 
pS Se rr ee 92 
The Fair Maiden of Chicago—A/cibiades Zero..... 96 
Through a Glass Darkly—Fulia A. Wetherill. .... 97 
PL Rca cackhbes deka Obie 45496540045 oSee Ks 104 
Ruse de Guerre— 7hos. S. Collier... ...cccecceces 105 
I Love You Not—7Zhos. S. Collier. ..cccscccccee: 106 
Left—Fohn Greenleaf Smith.....ccecccceeecees 106 
ES See aos any en ee ee 107 
J. W. Wintergreen—2. XK. Munkittrich...... 2045 IIo 


Price, 25 Cents. 

















OFFICE OF "PUCK"23 WARREN ST.NEW YORK. MAYER,MERKEL & OTTMANN, LITH. 23-25 WARREN ST. W.-Y. 


A BURNING QUESTION. 
Pucx:—“ Gentlemen, avoid both extremes—your ‘stronghold’ is in the middle! 





